Furtively removing the leaflets pack by pack, she hand-
ed them to the brothers. Every time a pack left her
hands, the yellow face of the officer would flare up in her
mind like a struck match, and she would say to herself
gloatingly, "Here, take that, my fine fellow. And that! And
that!"

The workers came with bowls in their hands; whenever
one of them would draw near, Ivan Gusev would begin
to laugh loudly and the mother would calmly stop giving
him the leaflets and turn to her noodles,

"You're a slick one, Pelagea Nilovna!" laughed the
brothers.

"It's need drives her to it," sullenly observed a stoker
standing nearby. "They took her breadwinner away from
her, the bastards! Here, let's have three kopeks' worth of
noodles. Never mind, mother, you'll get along some-
how!"

"Thanks for the kind words/' she answered with a
smile.

"It doesn't cost much to say a few kind words," he mut-
tered, walking away.

"Hot soup! Noodles! Porridge!" cried Pelagea.
She kept thinking of how she would tell her son about
her first experience with the leaflets, while in the back of
her mind hovered the yellow face of the officer, puzzled
and angry. His black moustache kept twitching in con-
sternation and his clenched teeth flashed whitely from
under his curled lip- Happiness sang in her heart like
a bird. She moved her eyebrows archly and mentally kept
saying to the officer, as she carried on her business,
"Here, take that!"

XVI

That evening while she was having tea she heard
hoofs squashing through the mud outside, and then a
familiar voice. She jumped up and rushed through the
kitchen to the door. A quick step sounded on the porch.
Everything went black before her eyes; she pushed open